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FROM THE EDITOR'S DESK ... 
THERE has been a certain amount of controversy over on article 
which appeared in the lost issue of the Cord. In the opinion of the 
editors, a more favourable reaction could not hove been wished. I 
t hink we all must agree that on article of this nature arouses interest 
and diverse viewpoints. It is our s incerest wish that in the future, 
further articles of a more dynamic nature will be published. 
At the present time, there is on attempt being made to 
stimulate the writing of short stories for this publication. In the past, 
the amount of fiction appearing has been disappointingly little. The 
Cord hopes to odd the names of new authors to the table of contents 
in succeeding issues. 
This issue no doubt covers the full range between fact and 
fancy and should prove o source of entertainment for all. A special 
vote of thanks goes to Tom Webster and the embryonic photography 
club for the scatter page in every issue. 
Til l we all meet aga in after the blood and thunder of the 
hol iday season, the staff of the Cord wishes you all a blessed Christ-
mas and a happy, prosperous New Year. 
~~o/~ 
THE LITTLE ONES 
.. . by ben - engineering 
EDITOR'S NOTE: 
After years of patient searclzing for a short story of its t')tpe, 
the Cord proudly presents this masterpiece of science fiction. T lzis 
epic contains all tlze traditional elements necessary to make it a sm:cess, 
(drama, tension, tlze macabre, etc.), yet it is completely original: the 
word "rocket" is t~ot mentioned once. 
RING ... ring. 
" Hello?" 
"Bi ll, this is Professor McPherson. Can you come over to my 
house for a while? I have someth ing to show you." 
"Well, all right, but I can't stay too long," Bill said. Bill 
Thornton was a young doctor at K-W Hospital and this was one of 
his few free n ights and he wanted to use the time to work on a new 
drug. He had been working on it with a Dr. Blakely, but about two 
months ago Dr. Blakely disappeared and there was still no trace of 
him. Bill was continuing with the experiments by h imself. 
As he drove up King Street, he recalled that the professor 
had been acting funny lately and was spending most of his time 
working on a secret experiment in his house on Albert Street. 
The door was opened by the Professor. "Come in, come in. 
It's very n ice of you to come over. Come right into the living room," 
said the Professor. He offered him a drink and Bill drank it quickly, 
showing his anxiety to return to his work. 
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"Bill, you know about the mysterious disappearances that have 
been going on for the last six months. Well I .... " he groped for 
the right words. 
"What about it?" 
"I know where they are/' the Professor whispered. 
"Where?" 
"Downstairs," he said with a look of triumph on his face. 
"Don't be ridiculous. Mr. and Mrs. Willows, Dr. Blakely and 
the rest have been gone for months. What do you mean?" 
"It's really very simple. You see, a while ago I discovered a 
liquid that will shrink people and objects. Just a few drops of liquid 
on my victim and within an hour he will shrink to an inch in height. 
I have built a small town in the basement. I sit and watch them 
for hours. 
"Then you're to blame for all these mysteries?" 
"Yes, but they are . . .. " 
"Why are you telling me this? You know I will go to the 
police. You can't go around shrinking people just because you're a 
big wheel at the College. It just isn't done," Bill said with a shaky 
voice. 
"I wish you wouldn't get so damn excited. They aren't dead. 
Come downstairs and I will show you my town." 
"I really shouldn't turn on the 'sun'," Profesor McPherson said. 
"They will think it's morning." Bill couldn't believe his eyes. There 
in front of him was another Lilliput. The houses were three inches 
high and resembled log cabins. There were trees, bushes and mini-
ature telephone poles. There were no cars, for their 'world' was 
small enough to walk across in ten minutes. 
One of the doors opened and Dr. Blakely walked out. He 
was about six feet shorter than the last time Bill had seen him. 
"You see, Bill, they are very happy. I have twenty-two people 
in my town and I hope to add more." 
"You're insane. I'm going to the police," Bill said. 
"Well, you had better hurry or they won't be able to see you. 
Haven't you noticed? You're shorter than I am now." 
"No! No! You must stop it. I can't leave. Do something. 
I . . . ." 
"Welcome," said a voice. Bill looked into the face of Dr. 
Blakely. 
"Doctor, I can't stay here. I have to see my wife." 
"Don't worry Bill. We have everything here that you ever 
dreamed about. You see, I was the one who really discovered the 
shrinking liquid. Professor McPherson is just my agent to the outside 
world. He sends me anything, or anyone I ask for. I will have him 
send down your wife. I have a laboratory set up in the house, and 
we can continue our work on the X-3." 
"Can we ever get back?" Bill asked hopefully. 
"Yes, I have the antidote in the house. And Bill, after all 
these years, I finally got married." 
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"How and when?" 
"I had the Professor shrink the rich widow who lived on Dear-
born Ave. and I proposed to her. We have a shrunken Priest and we 
were married two weeks ago. Come into the house and I will introduce 
you to her. After the Professor goes to bed tonight, we will have a 
party to welcome you into our kingdom." 
"You know something? I think I'm going to enjoy myself here," 
Bill said as they entered the toothpick mansion. 
TO BE AWAY FROM 
T 0 be away from home, 
I can only live with memory; 
And being so long away; does not erase 
Like cedar-wood on emery. 
Oh home! That precious place of childhood; 
Forsaking you I chose this brisky strife; 
What a fearful thing to leave that homily cloistre, 
And ne'er can return, to the same sweet childish life; 
For it just can't return once mind is worked; 
It is gone and we are left in thought, 
To dream each pensive mood 
To time and day that can't be sought. 
The mind involuntary chooses well, 
And keeps only true jewel tunes 
That we most love and would recall, 
And those grand happenings or sa we thought 
Are always lost. 
We cannoe keep what's past - that multitude of life, 
Only hours or even minutes or even less 
That our true heart knows is best 
Is kept in store for future joy, 
To keep for comfort of coming life 
That might be filled with pain from strife . 
. . • by bill shannon - arts 
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MR. SIKES 
RAISES 
HIS VOICE 
••. by bernard stein - arts 
THE squeak of his patent leather boots was a sound Jerome Sikes 
was rarely conscious of. His ears were more keenly aware of the 
incessant tapping made by the black cane constantly at his side. 
For him, there was no other sound, except perhaps, the murmur of 
his own profusive thoughts. Sikes had long ago divided them into 
three basic characters playing a constant drama in his mind. His 
thoughts were either tormenting, soothing or advising him. But on 
this day, the stage of his mind was teeming with a conflict that had 
to be resolved within the hour. At the moment, no particular resolu-
tion was emerging the victor. 
Clearly enough, Mr. Sikes was in a terribly disturbed state. 
He stopped abruptly and looked about him carefully; then, positive 
that no one was in his direct vicinity, he belched mildly, put his thin 
hand to his stomach and winced. Having taken his prescribed tonic 
the evening before, he could not possibly fathom the reason for 
his obvious d iscomfort. And yet, he knew that the reason for his 
present ailment was far more than indigestion. For Sikes could usually 
diagnose his minor ailments with surprising accuracy. A little too 
much turkey at Mrs. Wilson's, or that little extra bite before retiring 
would upset his normally comfortable state. But his present condition 
was beyond simple definition. It was more like a mounting disease 
that had now reached the saturation point. Mr. Sikes could control 
himself no longer. 
After his momentary pause, Sikes began his brisk pace down 
the street again. He noticed a group of children observing him and 
the suppressed laughter that followed as he walked post. He knew 
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only too well that he hod other observers. A window curtain being 
drown aside, a slight giggle behind a garden wall, a prolonged glance 
from a passer-by would make Sikes feel terriby uneasy. To put on a 
sham air of disregard hod always been a problem for him. 
But who knew the real Jerome Sikes? He hod received enough 
amused glances from the village populace to consider himself on 
unusual man, perhaps even genius. Mr. Sikes was certainly a man 
of genius, but also a man of pride. And his greatest pride stemmed 
from his being the only butler in the village, the cultured and digni-
fied medium between the master of the house and his worthy visitor. 
He hod performed his function with utmost pride but now it was dif-
ferent. His pride was gone. For the post two years he hod slowly lost 
the feelilng of being the guardian of the household and the keeper of 
its many secrets. Now he only felt a hollow, agonizing bitterness. Sikes 
realized what he hod been for so long a time and the thought enraged 
him. He hod been nothing more than an entertainer, the court 
jester to the mistress and her friends. The court jester . . . Sikes 
repeated the words over and over to himself. 
He stumbled on a curb, and quickly regaining his composure, 
walked briskly on. A dog across the street began to bark at him. 
Sikes' only joy had been in the creation of a distinguished 
atmosphere at "Lofty Pines", the house of his employer. He hod never 
liked the nome "Lofty Pines" . He thought it more suitable to a 
summer cottage than to a huge mansion. It was the only building 
of its size in the village. Situated on a hilltop, and partly hidden by 
trees, it overlooked the village as the mighty Alhambra overlooks the 
city of Granada. The local physician laughingly talked about the 
mansion as the source of inspiration for some of the cartoons in the 
"New Yorker" magazine. 
To Sikes, the house was his domain, a hoven he could return 
to after his frequent walks. On his way home from the village, he 
would see the house looming distant and stately on top of the hill. 
Sikes would then imagine himself a belicose knight of the Middle 
Ages beseiged by devils on all sides while returning to his castle 
from the wars. He would march staunchly through their ronks bravely 
disregarding their leers and menacing looks (at this point, Sikes 
would get very excited and almost run up the hill). 
It was getting cold, and Sikes turned up his collar to word 
off the frigid wind. He turned the corner, paused, and looked up at 
the distant building on top of the hill. He knew he was seeing it for 
the lost time. 
Sikes realized he hod been a definite asset to the house. 
Its rooms had rung with his sprightly quotations from Shakespeare 
and Milton. The ladies at tea time hod always warmly applauded 
his recital of Browning's "My Last Duchess". He had derived his 
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greatest satisfaction from Mrs. Wilson who complimented his recitals 
with a rousing ... "Mr. Sikes, you ARE charming". He would then 
leave the room walking on clouds; and when he came back to pour 
the good ladies some more tea, his hands had always shaken a 
little with pride. 
Sikes now stood at the bottom of the hill, his eyes tracing 
the course of the road winding like a silver band to the threshold 
of "Lofty Pines". The colours of the changing leaves gave the sky 
surrounding the hill an ash-brown hue. The wind was at his back and 
gave his quickening steps more purpose. 
"Lofty Pines" had been without a master for eight years. 
Through all that time Sikes had been the only man living there. 
Thomas Horton had died quietly in his sleep leaving Mrs. Horton 
the house, the grounds, the stables, and a thousand headaches. 
Parker, the butler at the time, had always been very attached to his 
master. Their friendship had evolved from Mr. Horton's discovery 
that Parker could more than match his master's capacity for brandy. 
As the years went by, seeing the two of them happily drinking in 
the parlour, become a tolerable custom for Mrs. Horton. Upon the 
death of Thomas Horton, Parker packed his bags and left. His last 
remarks were heard in the tavern by the village butcher. Parker 
had sworn horribly and said that he would not stay in the same 
house with "that old hag" as he had put it. 
Mrs. Horton had thought that Parker held her in the utmost 
love and respect. The shocking discovery of Parker's true attitude 
had put her to bed in a morose and fitful mood. Mrs. Wilson, her 
true and best friend, had come in to comfort her. One definite fact 
resulted from their tear-stained conversation. Mrs. Horton badly 
needed a new butler, or, as Mrs. Wilson candidly put it, "a man in 
the house". A day in New Haven solved the problem and Jerome 
Sikes made his first tour of "Lofty Pines". 
Sikes had fully known the circumstances leading to his em-
ployment. After seeing the house, he instantly recognized the value 
of keeping on good terms with Mrs. Horton. His witty remarks and 
general amiability established him almost from the beginning as 
more of a friend than servant. Their relationship pointed towards a 
warm and lasting friendship . Every day Sikes would praise the beauties 
of the house and openly declare his love for it. Mrs. Horton admired 
the loyalty of Sikes. In her eyes, he was a veritable angel compared 
to Parker. Sikes certainly showed a greater fondness for tea than 
brandy. The whole village knew Sikes as the bright tinsel on a rather 
barren Christmas tree (a simile he liked to quote about himself). But 
as he often realized, his true self was somewhat of a riddle to the 
people of the village. In short, he became quite indispensable to 
visitors at "Lofty Pines," and even more s0 to Mrs. Horton who at 
t imes professed her loneliness to him. 
As time passed, their friendship increased. Sikes would speak 
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to her as a teacher speaks to a child eager for knowledge, and for 
many years (six to be exact) this occupation amused him. Their 
favourite pastime was to sit in the garden in the late afternoon. 
There, under the pines, Sikes would discuss the books he had read 
and the places to which he had been. On one occasion, after their 
talk was ended, Sikes had looked at her very seriously and had told 
her that his love for the house would never permit him to live without 
it. Mrs. Horton, touched by his sincerity, had tenderly stroked his 
arm, nodding in understanding. 
The sixth anniversary of Sikes' stay at "Lofty Pines" was cele-
brated with a small party. Sikes had flitted among the guests being 
continuously engaging and amusing. His inspired quotations received 
a particularly tremendous ovation that evening. But on that occasion, 
the first black cloud of an approaching thunderstorm appeared. Sikes 
had entered a heated conversation concerning ladies' hats. He jok-
ingly referred to the hat worn by Mrs. Wilson as looking like the 
contents of an overturned fruit cart. At this moment, the eyes of 
Mrs. Horton took on a very hard glint, and she almost spat out ... 
"Oh Sikes, tell us a droll story but do keep your nose out of things 
you clearly don't know anything about". Five minutes later the in-
cident was forgotten by all except Sikes. It was then, surveying all 
the guests, that Sikes first really felt the strangeness of his position. 
It was a feeling that would make him very unhappy for the next two 
years. 
Sikes was halfway up the hill now. He turned facing the 
wind and looked down over the village. His hands squeezed his cane 
until the knuckles turned white. 
On this day he had been at the mansion for a little over eight 
years and the last two had been a living hell. Sikes leaned against 
a tree for support. 
A few months after the gathering in Sikes' honour, Mrs. 
Horton became an invalid. She had discussed her condition with 
the local physician who recommended a heart specialist in New 
Haven. Confined to her bed, Sikes watched her like a star gazer, 
looking for signs of improvement. But the signs never came. A year 
later, disgusted with her invalidity, she had tried to get up when 
Sikes was out of the room. On his return, he saw her standing in 
the middle of the room clutching wildly at the pain in her breast. 
She screamed at him to leave her alone and then collapsed on the 
floor. Her action did immeasureable damage to her heart. By the 
end of the year, groing more depressed each day, she had almost 
lapsed into complete silence. Any attempts by Sikes to brighten her 
spirits failed. Her friends hardly came for fear of exciting her ex-
cessively. The least noise would cause her trembling hand to reach 
for her heart. 
Sikes had paced the floors of the mansion without rest for 
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what seemed on eternity. He loved the house and everything in it. 
It already seemed to be a port of him. If Mrs. Horton should die 
(what was inevitable to him), the fate of the house tortured him 
since the Hortons hod no heirs. Sikes considered the possibility of 
fraud with a bitter smile. It seemed clear to him that a man of his 
intellect could devise some scheme to toke possession of the man-
sion. But to him, the means at hand closely resembled the devices used 
in a cheap detective story. 
Two days before, Sikes hod gone into her room with a troy. 
The curtains were drown and the Iorge room was lit by a sole bed 
lamp. She hod smiled weakly at him showing some desire to speak. 
Sikes, sick with anxiety, hod asked her what she intended to do with 
the house. Her expression became serious. Raising her head slightly, 
Mrs. Horton hod spoken in a near whisper. For the sake of her 
husband, the house would be mode into a library and historical centre 
for the district. The grounds would be mode public. Her decision 
hod been mode and written into her will two months after the death 
of Thomas Horton. Sikes hod left the room like a drunken man. The 
feeling he hod gotten at the celebration of his sixth year at "Lofty 
Pines" become suddenly clear to him. The realization of utter failure 
overwhelmed him. Sikes spent the rest of the day immersed in a 
turmoil of emotions and vowed that he would reach a definite con-
clusion on the next. 
Sikes reached the doorway and paused. He felt on attock 
of nausea. The door seemed to girote and sway before him. In 
shimmering block type, he could see the word failure dancing on 
the white door. Some great hand wrenched his body inside-out and 
exposed his screaming nerves to the icy wind. 
He let himself in quietly, pausing in front of the great mirror. 
He sow the reflection of his colourless face, and coming closer, 
noticed that his lips were a deeper scarlet than usual. His eyes hod 
the look of a murderer at the moment of execution. Then, his face 
almost touching the gloss, he sow the court jester. 
He walked upstairs as if in a dream, pausing briefly in front 
of the bedroom door, then quiety opening it. The smell of cough 
medicine and stuffy air filled his nostrils. In front of him stood the 
huge oaken bed, almost hidden in the shadows of the room. The 
only sound was the beating of his own heart. Approaching the bed, 
swaying drunkenly, he bent directly forward over the pillow. She was 
asleep. Sikes stiffened in fear and jerked upward. A few faint rays 
of the dying sun mode their way through the half closed curtains. 
The splayed and reeling shadow of Sikes moved on the wall like some 
creature in a hideous dance. He felt a deep hatred filling his body. 
Sikes took a deep breath and leaned forward again. Putting his 
mouth close to her ear, he screamed as loud as he could. 
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COLLEGE ... AN EMANCIPATION? 
... by joan reiser - arts 
THEY say that repetition can evoke change and if this is so 
I believe the personalities of the Frosh class are to be permanently 
marred by the over-whelming fact that we are "scum", the lowest 
form of animal life. This, to all the Frosh was the first and one of 
the most significant changes from high school to college. Most of 
us come from a high school which we have attended for five years. 
We have gained there probably a bit of fame, or perhaps notoriety 
and were known by most of our fellow students. Now we come to a 
new environment where we know practically no one and then are 
promptly handed the humi liation of potato sacks and the magnifi-
cent title of "Scum". In spite of this however, I think all of us 
realize the reason for this treatment, even if it doesn' t make us love 
the school, we can as one class, form a unified hatred. 
Something which we all notice is the almost complete inde-
pendence which the student enjoys. He is not handed a homework 
assignment which must be done or he will be "detained" , nor is he 
subjected continuously to the supervision of a professor. This is per-
haps overwhelming to us at first, but I think we are gradually ac-
cepting and making ito ur responsibility to obtain the education 
for which we came. 
Another pleasing change between h igh school and college is 
the student-teacher relationship. Rather formal and stinted in high 
school, we find now a relationship which is much more pleasant 
and far less exacting. Never would a high school teacher dream of 
saying, "Let's have no pious thoughts about doing homework", but 
when a professor says it, it is quite natura l and easily accepted. 
The most startling difference to be found is that of atmos-
phere. No high school that I know of has anything to compare with 
the meeting place of the Torque Room. The T.F.C. (Time for Coffee) 
breaks ore something unheard of in high school and the informality 
is not only impressive but really wonderful ! 
These are only a very few differences which I found . The list 
is still by for incomplete but one word seems to sum up the whole 
change between h igh school and college . . . atmosphere. 
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WORLD'S XMAS 
Aos are displayed and announcements made: 
"Shop in time and avoid the rush, 
Use our convenient lay-away plan." 
And on the main street five weeks in advance 
The candled spruces go up. 
Cards brightly coloured are sent by the dozens 
To landlord and colleagues, uncles and cousins. 
To neighbours and friends they mail printed paper regards-
The measure of popularity is the amount of cards received. 
Opened has the season of merriment 
Preparations are made, invitations sent 
The house is cleaned 
Fruit cakes are baked 
Purchases made: 
Turkey and brandy 
T insel and lights 
Cigars and candy 
Ribbons and wrapping. 
The day arrives 
The trading begins 
The feasting is on. 
Rounded bellies from the fowl 
Big heads from the liquor 
Loud laughs at the jokes 
The children toy with tanks and guns 
Presented by Santa Claus 
The poor, the sick, the lonely are left to themselves and their fate 
And the Prince of Peace, 
The Saviour of men 
The anointed child 
Lies in His manger 
Neglected or doubted. 
. .. by fred erdman - Arts 
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TORQUE TALK 
... by bruce lancaster - arts 
nA friend in need is a friend indeed". This axiom never hod 
such significance nor more truth than when applied to the bustling 
activity in our Torque Room. It seems evident that the early bird 
in the line catches the coffee and is a friend to all his parasitic 
acquaintances. Our new supervisor, Nora Schedler is no longer 
startled when a student mumbles, 20 coffees please. Receiving the 
order, he turns and is confronted by a single long line of tables and 
choirs guarded by a solitary student and reserved for the elite who 
ore about to storm down from the classrooms. 
Not many days ago the walls of the Torque Room were bless-
ed with the architectural concepts of the futuromic Waterloo College 
campus. Near completion is the new Seagram gymnasium which is 
a prime example of this new look. And how about those crazy little 
demons that were digging post holes behind the Arts building. Might 
this be a beginning of the new $1,500,000 Science building? Only 
A. K. ADLINGTON has the answer. 
Dig those crazy workouts that the Russian Hockey T eom 
went through on their late visit to Seagram Stadium. HENRY GOS-
SEN reports that through discourse with their coach, Anotoly Torosov, 
Canadian interpretation of Russian activities at home and on the 
world front ore badly misconstrued. But visits always give pleasure 
- if not the coming, then the going. 
The passage of time has given us opportunity to size up some 
school tidbits. There ore about 600 students at Waterloo this year 
with on expected enrollment of about 3,000 by 1962. New courses 
added to the curriculum this year include two courses in Philosophy 
- more work for PROF. LANGEN, two in Psychology, First year 
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Russian (a good course for some Siberian bound students when re-
ports come out), Second year Honours Mathematics (bless you Mrs. 
ANDRESS) and Fourth year Honours Spanish. Among the teaching 
staff there are eighteen new faces. 
WHOOOOOOOO had the winning float in our home-coming 
weekend parade. The wise old owl admits the FROSH were success-
ful. Where were the HONOURABLE SOPHS? The beauty in the par-
ade was provided by those stunned- er- stunning SENIORS HEDY 
FLIS, DOREEN SANDERSON, and CAROL LANG. Congrats to HEDY 
for being chosen Miss Dutchmen '57. This honour carries with it an 
opportunity to compete for Miss Grey Cup in Toronto at the Grey 
Cup football festivities. 
And then there is that GEOLOGY 20 field trip of PROF. EL-
LENTON'S - one auld never know that the ROCKS in the founda-
tion of the Waterloo Market Building could have such geological 
historical interest. 
As they said when the boarding house blew up - there's a 
roomer in the air. The latest one concerns the moving of the Arts 
campus at Waterloo College to new far flung fields. The new site is 
to be a many-acred farm lot providing for adequate expansion of 
administrative offices. Those approving the move of offices appear 
to be "friends" of A. K. who have had the thankless task of making 
over the constitutions of certain student bodies. Their creed - the 
farther, the better. 
Gossip from the gals in the Torque Room provided this tidbit. 
It seems that a group of U. of T. co-eds picketed in protest against 
their exclusion from a Hart House lecture by U.S. Senator John 
Kennedy - married but a cute kid just the same our gals said. 
Women have invaded just about every male oasis of endeavour and 
the defenders of masculine rights may see the Toronto picketing as 
yet another offensive by the weeper sex. But worried males can relax, 
for this co-ed caper is just more dame silliness. 
T ime heals all wounds, or so they say. Prime examples of the 
passage of time and the healing it brinqs are such fellows as RALPH 
ESBAUGH, GEORGE McCULLOGH, DICK DAY, KEITH and KEVIN 
CROUSE to mention a few. These brave souls are the hearty heros 
who heard the call of YUL BRENNER and answered with all their 
hair. The O.A.C. - Waterloo College hair-raising escapade is herein 
recorded for posterity. 
The publicity given the earth satellites in the past few months 
has provided the laymen with every opportunity to expand his know-
ledge on outer space. But with such rocketry terms as GANTRY, 
PERIGEE, APOGEE, THEODOLITE, GIMBALS and LOX, the reader is 
often done before he or she has even begun. Today the real space man 
is the one who can find a parking place. 
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And speaking of parking places, the squabble about parking 
on the campus seems to have been neatly solved by a committee who 
has awarded stickers to those considered most worthy of the privilege 
of near parking. The committee was headed by JOHN (how to win 
friends) BURGESS. You say you don't know John! You don't own a 
car, do you? 
In the realm of sports, football for '57 has had its day. In the 
words of CARL TOTZKE, "The team, while not a world-beater YET, 
will play a good brand of football and in YEARS- and years- to 
come will GRADUALLY improve". Our first season try-out in the 
Ontario Intercollegiate Football Conference was a washout. Fortun-
ately, with an 0-7 record there is no way but UP. Curling is gaining 
new enthusiasm especially among "LES GIRLS- rhymes with PLAY 
GIRLS". Bowling at the Waterloo Lanes is also having a successful 
season with surprisingly high averages being maintained by AL 
McMASTER, MORLEY ROSENBERG and JIM SERNASI E. Undoubted-
ly competitive school spirit has been given a shot in the arm with the 
challenges hurled by the ENGINEERS, led by Monsieurs DONS 
ROUGHLEY and HUTTON, to the Art students in football and hoc-
key. ICE HOCKEY in Waterloo Arena has been underway for several 
weeks. Five teams and Waterloo are entered in the College puck 
loop with the schedule beginning January 8th - Bon chance, mes 
am is. 
After two months of intellectual offerings by the PROFS, exam 
time is on us again. Onto precious school paper we pour out the 
tidbits that have been retained and understood. Unfortunately the 
results in many instances have subtly indicated that many students 
who have passed driving tests think they can pass anythinq. A sage 
comment by Miss ROY recommends to all students inquiring about 
possible exam material that they know the "work covered". Perhaps 
it has seeped through the expanse of gray matter around the campus 
as the YULETIDE season approaches that College isn't all play but 
some work. The DO-IT-YOURSELF movement should be carried far 
enough to include THINKING. But some students just can't catch 
on. 
The denizens of WILLISON HALL are happy now that resi-
dence faucets emit an ALMOST endless supply of that treas•Jred 
fluid - hot water. No more will the notice board be graced by 
pamphlets advertising the advantages of beard growing. No longer 
will CARL GOOS be seen taking the steam iron upstairs to heat his 
shaving water. Hot water is here to stay! Perhaps after having taken 
a few COLD showers the dorm students have lost their sadistic 
pleasure for tubbing day students. But we're not recommending that 
any day students try the SOFTNESS of their hearts! Remember, IB-
BOTSON'S still around. 
And with these parting words we say- MERRY CHRISTMAS 
to all, and to all a good night. 
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SCHOOLBOY'S SONNET 
ON AN 
UNLOVED SUBJECT 
Oh, how I hate Geometry! 
I wish the devil had it. 
If ever he has me, 
As the case I hope wont' be, 
The worst of torments I could tell 
For him to put me at in hell 
Would not be to shovel coal 
In some roasting, smelly hole, 
But just enough Geometry 
To last throughout eternity. 
In case he has the means at hand, 
I'll try to reach that other land. 
Whether things are round or square 
I'm sure it makes no difference there . 
. . . by clifford coultes -arts 
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FOR LIFE INSURANCE 
AND ANNUITIES 
SEE ... 
THE CORD ANNOUNCES: 
GEORGE M. BECKER 
Manager 
Home Office Branch 
1 King Street North 
Waterloo, Ontario 
It's first SHORT STORY CONTEST for all students 
of Waterloo College. 
FIRST PRIZE IS $20.00 
The deadline for all manuscripts is January 9, 1958. 
Here are the rules: 
(1>-late manuscripts will not be accepted. 
(2)-all stories must be typewritten or easily readable. 
(3)-all manuscripts become the property of the 
CORD. 
(4)-The CORD reserves the right to withhold the 
prize if no story is deemed worthy. 
(5)-the decision of the judges is final. 
Manuscripts may be submitted to the Editors or any 
person on the CORD staff. 
-The Editors. 
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That there should one man die 
ignorant who had capacity for 
knowledge, t h i s I call a 
tragedy 
Thomas Carlyle ( 1795 - 1 881) 
Sartor Resartus. 
BOOK Ill Chap. 4 
MWA'I;ERLOO TRUST 
aJUVSAVINGS COMPANY 
Kitchener - Waterloo - Galt - Preston 
* 
Compliments of . . . 
PLYWOOD SUPPLY CO. 
King Street Waterloo Ontario 
* 
* 
FOR THE FINEST FUELS 
call 
SH. 2-7537 or SH. 5-9372 
KITCHENER COAL CO. 
LIMITED 
223 Courtland Ave. East 
'OUR FUEL MAKES WARM FRIENDS' 
* 
* 
Loose Leaf Books Stationery 
Fountain Pens School Books 
Kodaks & Films 
JAIMET'S 
BOOK STORE 
42 King St. W . SH 2-4409 
* 
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DIAL 1490 INFORMATION 
CKCR- Radio 
"THE VOICE OF THE TWIN CITIES 
Kitchener-Waterloo 
ENTERTAINMENT- 18 HOURS DAILY 
From a classic point of view 
fashions take top honours at 
GOULZ7 
Telephone SH 3-3631 
QUALITY AND SERVICE 
Since 1909 
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When it comes to printing-
come to 
(ltl/~RINT-CRAFT 
277 LANCASTER ST. W. 
PHONE SH 5-5483 
LIMITED 
KITCHENER 
A complete printing service ... 
Offset & Letterpress 
THE HOME OF 'HAPPINESS" DIAMONDS 
10 King Street West 
Jewellers for over 70 years 
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For Smartly Styled Compliments .. •• 
Campus Clothes 
It's JACK FRASER'S 
HOGG FUEL AND 
SUPPLY LTD. 
15 KING EAST KITCHENER- WATERLOO 
Phone SH 5-9815 112 King St. West 
AAVON SMOKE SHOP 
TOBACCOS, CIGARS and CIGARETTES 
MAGAZINES and PAPERS 
KITCHENER ONTARIO 
RETAIL 
WHOLESALE 
Compliments of ... 
BOND CLOTHES 
KITCHENER 
SHOPPING PLAZA 
Free Parking 
66 QUEEN ST. S. 
675 QUEEN ST. S. 
THE UNITED LUTHERAN 
PUBLISHING HOUSE 
Religious Books - Church Supplies 
Clergy and Choir Vestments 
Gifts and Mottos 
237 King W. Phone SH 2-9620 
KITCHENER 
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Compliments of . . . 
P. HYMMEN CO. LTD. 
158 King St. W., Kitchener 
OSWALD'S 
BOOK STORE 
For all your ... 
. . . stationery needs 
20 King St. E., Kitchener 
CO-EDS 
Have you considered 
a career 
with the Y.W .C.A.'t 
Contact Personnel Secretary 
PHONE SH 5-8469 
Compliments . . . 
WASHBURN'S 
Men's Wear 
1 6 Ontario St. S. Kitchener 
~ 
manufact u rers of 
• RADIO 
• TELEVISION 
• HI-FIDELITY PHONOGRAPHS 
• FANS, AIR CIRCULATORS 
• HUMIDAIRES 
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DES IRS 
Je mordrais dans Ia vie, comme dans une pomme sure, 
Et tant pis si Jarmes m'envahissent Jes yeux, 
Et tant pis si les pleurs lavent ma figure, 
Par !'action accomplie je deviendrais joyeux. 
Je croquerais Je monde entre mes dents blanches 
Comme ces noisettes ameres, qu'apporte le printemps, 
Et tant pis si crissent les dents qui les tranchent, 
Et tant pis si cede l'ivoire flamboyant. 
Mes armes une a une sur lui s'emousseront, 
Comme Ia mer en vain sur Je rocher se meurt 
Mes vogues de desirs, contre lui echoueront. 
Mais comme chaque vague qui sur le roc s'ecoeure 
A Ia mer revient, et report a nouveau, 
Ainsi me baisserais, relevant les morceaux . 
. . . by richard geiger - arts 
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CO-OPERATIVE EDUCATION 
••• by paul wagner - administration 
WATERLOO COLLEGE ASSOCIATE FACULTIES. 
TH IS article is intended to acquaint the student body of all faculties 
with the new Co-operative Engineering Course now operating on this 
campus. 
There have been many questions asked by the students as 
to (a) Why start an engineering faculty at Waterloo? (b) If engineer-
ing why co-operative engineering? 
The answer to the first question has been answered dozens 
of times recently in every paper in the country. Our universities are 
not producing enough engineers to satisfy the present demands of 
industry, let alone the expected increase in demand. Canada in par-
ticular is falling behind. In Russia 19.6 out of every thousand go to 
university, U.S.A. has 18 per thousand, Canada has a rate of 4.5 
per thousand. Of these only a fraction are engineers and scientists. 
With civilization progressing technically the way it is, and with our 
present ratio of engineers produced, the discrepency between supply 
and demand will increase each year. The present facilities of uni-
versities with planned additions will be able to take care of most of 
the expected increase, but there is a great need for a new type of 
college to (a) take in others who ordinarily could not afford university 
and (b) to present a new system to cut down needless failure rates. 
Co-operative Education provides a unique answer to both these prob-
lems. 
In order to answer question 2, I believe it is necessary to 
define just what a Co-operative Engineering College is. The following 
definition is taken from the Journal of Engineering Education, Oc-
tober 1946. "A Co-operative College or School shall be one -
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1) in which curriculum leads to the Bachelor Degrees in Engineering 
or to both Bachelors and higher degrees. 
2) which requires or permits all or some engineering students to 
alternate periods of attendance at school or college with periods 
of employment in industry during a portion or all of one or more 
curricula. 
3) in which such employment is constituted as a regular, continuing, 
and essential element in the educational process. 
4) which requires such employment to be related to some phose of 
the branch or field of study in which the student is engaged. 
5) which expects such employment to be variegated in order to 
afford a spread of experience. 
6) which specifies minimum hours of employment and a mm1mum 
standard employment among the requirements for degrees. 
Now that we hove a definition of Co-operative Education, 
we may ask, what ore the benefits of this plan? This con be onsw~red 
in port by another quotation on the Aims of the Co-operative Method. 
These aims ore - "1) To import first-hand on actual knowledge 
of on experience with the execution in industry of engineering de-
signs, projects and developments. 2) To import understanding of 
and familiarity with the problems and the view points of working 
men and women. 3) To assist students by direct and personal ex-
perience in industry, to test their aptitude for engineering careers. 
4) To enable engineering students to adjust themselves to engineer-
ing employment by gradual and easy transition from academic 
pursuits and mode of life to the requirements and conditions of 
industry. 5) To train and otherwise prepare students especially and 
d irectly for the adm inistrative and operating functions which to a 
greater or less degree enter into most engineering careers." 
In addition to the above points there ore several other bene-
fits. By working six months of the year on a progressive plan more 
students are able to afford the costs of attending university. The 
college also benefits, for in this system twice the number of students 
con be accommodated per year with the some space and equipment 
as compared to the regular schools. This results in lower costs per 
student. Co-operative industries also benefit from this plan by having 
the opportunity to acquaint a student with their company and with 
industrial methods while still on under-graduate thus saving the 
expense of training him after graduation. The company who hires 
a student after graduation is hiring one who has a total of two and 
three-quarters years experience on the job. 
Waterloo College is the ideal place to start co-operative 
education for engineers, for it lies not only in the center of a highly 
populated area, but also on area of great industrialization. All the 
factors listed odd up to the hope of great success. This hope is being 
born out by the tremendous number of applications for enrolment 
and by the enthusiastic response from industry. 
Now then it is asked "How does this plan actually work at 
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Waterloo?" A new class of 96 students is accepted after careful 
screening every three months. The students ore interviewed and plac-
ed in an industry which seems best suited to the individual from 
the viewpoint of the companies' desires, the students' desires, income, 
training programme offered, etc. The students work in pairs; while 
the one is at college the other is in industry. Every three months 
they switch, thus offering a continuity of work to the company em-
ploying them. Each three months term is a separate unit. Students 
write final examinations at the end of each three month college 
term and ore assigned essays during their three month industrial 
term. Each student has two weeks holidays per year. The course 
itself is one year longer than the regular engineering schools, during 
which they receive more sciences and more humanities. 
Waterloo's Course is a hard one and a long one (approxi-
mately four to five hundred hours longer than most other univer-
sities.) The purpose is to produce not only more engineers, but 
better qua lified engineers. 
INTRODUCTION TO THE MAN 
WHO SANG 
.. . by richard geiger - arts 
T HIS poem con introduce you to one of the greatest modern 
French poets, and through him the whole school of poets who during 
the lost war knew how to ally, with an hyper-modern form, the 
nobleness and greatness of antiquity with the pathos and lyricism 
of the Romantic Age. 
The greatness of Aragon consists in having known how to 
give a stylized form to that episode of the French resistance while 
keeping al l his strength and power of evocation rejoining through it 
not only the vital hope of a whole notion, but also the nobility and 
the anguish of a man alone with his destiny. 
This sort of DOLORIOUS WAY of a man who preferred to 
die and buy, by his death, the liberty of the whole humanity rather 
than to live on his knees, ended with the finale of those two hymns 
symbolicly involved in an hopeful cry which in the time of its writing 
was charged with a prophetic greatness. 
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BALLAD OF THE MAN WHO SANG 
UNDER TORTURE 
AND if it was to be done again 
Once more I should retread that 
Way 
A voice surge out of chains 
And speaks to the morrows 
That night they said 
Four men came to his cell 
Murmuring capitulate 
Of your life are you so tired 
You can live you can live 
You can live as we do 
Says the word that delivers you 
And you can live on your knees 
And if it was to be done again 
Once more I should retread that way 
The voice surging out of chains 
Speaks to the morrows 
One word only the door gives way 
Flies open and then you go, one word 
only 
"Sesame" will finish your pains 
One word only one lie 
To transform your destiny 
Dreams dreams dreams dreams 
To the sweetness of mornings 
And if it was to be done again 
Once more I should retread that way 
The voice surging out of chains 
Speaks to the men of tomorrow 
I spoke out all that might be said 
The example of king Henry 
My kingdom for a horse 
A moss for Paris 
The die is cost as they return 
His own blood fall upon himself 
It was his only cord 
This innocent one must die 
And if it was to be done again 
Should he retread once more that 
way? 
The voice surge out of chains 
And said I shall do it tomorrow 
I die but FRANCE still lives 
My love and my refusal 
0! My friends if I die 
You will know why it was done 
Then they come to get him 
They speak in german 
One translates will you submit 
He repeats quietly 
And if it was to be done again 
Once more I should retread that way 
Under you blows charged with 
chains 
That morrows shall sing 
He was singing under the bullets 
Words like "bloody" and "up" 
They had to fire once more 
To deprive him of his life 
And then another french song 
At his lips grows up 
Finishing the Marseillaise 
For the whole humanity 
LOUIS ARAGON (Ia Diane Francoise) 1942-44 
... trans. by richard geiger - arts 
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MUSINGS 
ON 
Purple cows and cltartreuse SO"'.JJS 
Dallied on t!te Green 
A PURPLE COW 
... by arn stover - arts 
THERE are some students of literature who cannot see a purple 
cow in spite of their seeming normal ity ... they actually can't, 
and there's no use telling them that they can ... they're obstinate. 
Actually I don't see why they even want to exist if they can't see 
purple cows because purple cows are the passport to Ll FE . .. only 
those people who can so divorce themselves from reality that they 
can see purple cows can be happy in this day of Sputniks, and 
John Foster Dulleses and mid-terms . . . Because if you cannot 
see purple cows you cannot believe in lepre::hauns . .. probably you 
couldn' t even believe in a guardian angel who looks after just you 
(mine's name is Baruch and he's a delightful conversationalist ... 
slightly Hegelian in outlook but apart from that a regular, red-
blooded lusty type - as far as an aetherial being can be lusty.) 
But can you imagine someone who cannot see a purple cow? 
These people have got to become less materialist ic, or get out of the 
course they're in (in which they are! pardon me!!!) and join the 
engineering faculty. I'm sure that no science student ever saw a 
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purple cow. Shocking pink elephants and nauseous green sea serpents, 
certainly, but not purple cows. After all , engineering and science 
groups are much too serious for such fripperies. They are the analyti-
cal and speculative minds which must save our civilization from the 
situation that other analytical ond speculative minds got it into. 
So it's up to all the irresponsible English honours to engage in this 
unprofitable pastime - so get on with it, hunh you guys? No more 
of this scientific rationality or else the day you finally do see that 
purple cow you will lead the poor protesting thing up to Nick in the 
laboratory and encase her in plastic so that all people can see her. 
And that will never do .... 
How else can we retain our identities except by keeping 
everyone else ignorant of the actual existence of purple cows and 
Archy, the vers libre cockroach with the battering-ram head, and 
brillig and the slithy toves that really did "gyre and gimb le in the 
wabe"? After all, being ineffectua l English students we cannot dis-
cuss the items that are absolutely synonymous with "practical edu-
cation" so we must have some topic left as our own reserve. We 
know so little about calculus, and the physical laws that regulate the 
world and binomial theorems and the practical applications of Ein-
stein's Theory of Relativity (which is no doubt "old shoe" by now 
anyway) and the even more important subjects of the banking system 
in Southeastern Mesopotamia and the customs duties programme 
recently instituted by the Commonwealth of Massachusetts on the 
importation of pregnant snails so as to bolster the basis of the state's 
economy. And what is even worse we don't realize the economic 
repercussions that this restrictive programme will have on the econ-
omy of the Maritimes and thus on the economy of the country as a 
whole. Why Rawhide says .. . but then of course Rawhide can't be 
mentioned in the same paragraph as these weighty and consequential 
subjects because I'm afraid that he just isn't serious enough and 
doesn't have the proper respect for what is decorous and important. 
Because we don't understand these subjects we will all prob-
ably starve to death ... or become beachcombers ... or teach school 
- no, that isn't a royal "we" or an editorial "we" - just a lumping 
of English students into one heterogenous grouping (we do retain 
our ind ividuality).Here English will have to stand for the diminuative 
connotation that most people sneeringly attach to the pronounce-
ment that you are studying English. For that just isn't done in these 
days. Anyone with any sense and any realization of what counts in 
this world would not be in an English course unless he actually were 
incompetent; after all money is to be made only in scientific careers, 
purpose is to be found only in the scientific function and the world 
is to be made "good" only through the discovery of a bigger and 
better bomb that will end the whole damned thing. (The use of damn-
ed in no way denotes a flippant or irreverent attitude - merely 
a personal bel ief in what the eventual outcome of greater and greater 
scientific advance will be.) 
And so, whatever English student claims not to be able to 
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see a purple cow, you just have to see one - not ordinary cows 
with an overlay of colour-fast, quick-drying purple paint (made avail-
able for us by the ingenuity of science) ... not a purple cow on an 
oil-canvas, the product of someone else's imagination .. . but a real 
purple cow- whose purple colour is just as much a primary quality 
as its "MOO". 
Because if you can't see purple cows something is going to 
have to be done. The clique will call an assembly and each member 
will toss a pot-sherd, with your name indelibly inscribed, into the 
centre of the room and you will be OSTRACIZED for a period of one 
semester into the dedicated limbo of the science department never 
again to regain your former place, never again to sing Christmas 
Carols in the halls in October, never again to learn the infinite 
truths of "Jabberwocky", never again to see a PURPLE COW. 
Oh, horrors. . . . . . 
DO PEOPLE KNOW . . . 
Do people know their country-
Their land so broad and large? 
Do they really know where strength lies -
The strength of this fine land? 
Do they know that it lies in soil -
In soil that's deep and black and rich? 
And not on stoney plains 
In the city's rocky hole. 
To see the power of your home, 
Don't tread on ruler bands 
Of concrete hard. 
But leave these roads for simple paths, 
The dusty winding ways; 
And see the fields spread wide and standing deep 
With oats and corn and wheat. 
Then fill your hearts with pride and joy and envy 
For the farmer who is free . 
He is the strength -
With his firm and stable ways. 
He is the strength of the land. 
Then totter back your weary way, 
To your crowded, jungle home 
And never think 
That factory mobs 
Will make a nation sway . 
. . . by bill shannon- arts 
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THE 
MORBID 
MUSE 
HE viewed them all 
But they were dead 
Or were they? 
Aha! Miss Lidley moved 
Or did she? 
T'was the pounding in his head 
For he had not gone to bed 
Or had he? 
The fever had laid her low 
And her coffin did all but show 
The sweetness of her golden disposition 
Or did it? 
T'was silty - he thought 
To see her drinking pop 
When she did not even have her teeth in 
Or were they? 
A good soul she was 
Never drank, never smoked 
Did not even ride on camels 
But he always had the pleasure 
To ponder at his leisure 
The vices and virtues of the newly dead. 
For that is what she was 
Or was she? 
For he had learned in his profession 
To always use discretion 
In the choosing of his clients. 
Like Miss Lidley who was dead 
Or was she? 
.. . by bernie stein - arts 
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A TOAST TO 
THE COMMON MAN 
... by elizabeth dipple - arts 
MAY you continue to glut your material and sensual desires, may 
you ever sustain your conceit and self-satisfaction, may you always 
be blind, unreasoning and easily swayed, and may you (forgive me 
Bentham and Mill} lose your franchise in the face of all idealists! 
Every one knows that Plato was sadly lacking in insight when 
he put forward his theory of the philosopher kings in the Republic; 
there is absolutely no doubt that every revolt of the people is right 
-that the dirty rabble following Wat Tyler were justified in killing 
hysterically; Wordsworth in idealizing the French Revolution and the 
magnificence of the common man has, as anyone will assure you, 
attained the epitome of the philosophic in poetry. 
Rave on, all printed ghosts of centuries of praise for the 
common man, rave on every democrat who magnanimously claims 
that every man is equal because of his capacity to feel - but stop 
for the love of heaven verbally making yourselves into miniature 
Christs, extolling a class that probably in your actual dealings you 
abhor. 
I am going to declare myself a snob openly, for I have noth-
ing but scorn for the common man. I deny that all men are equal: 
equal ity exists only in birth and in equal opportunity for the de-
velopment of potentiality in the individual. The masses are crude, 
unthi nking and frequently animal. I can agree that there are in-
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dividual exceptions, but the judgment cannot be made on the ex-
ception. It must rather be admitted that the masses can be and 
often are a most dangerous and ridiculous power in an uneasy situ-
ation. The French may thank the nobility of their common men for 
the uncontrollable head-rolling fiasco of their infamous Revolution. 
In no class of modern society is materialism so rampant. 
Factory workers often earning as much or more than teachers, nurses 
and office workers, are almost ready to bargain their souls for a 
dollar. There is no value to them - religious, moral, social, political 
- that can possibly out-do the glory of money: their employers 
command no loyalty, but are merely instrumental for the new dress 
(number 35) or the '58 Chev. Their hands are moulded to grasp and 
grasp all they can. 
Extravagant comfort is their one aim. They have been so 
carefully nurtured in the theories of equality that they scream the 
platitudes of democracy as they flay every other class bitingly. But 
credit should be given to their dubious virtue of self-confidence 
(or rather, complete lack of humility). They believe vocally and 
ferociously in their own intelligence, ability and potentiality for fame. 
This pampered creature is a far cry from a statesman and 
does not deserve the franchise so generously granted to him. He is 
the man who will vote for the same man that his friends are voting 
for; he is the man who knows little or nothing of the goad of his 
country or of political parties; he is the man who cheered madly 
while Mussolini ranted and Hitler raved. 
Ah, says the Wordsworthian, but what of the dalesmen and 
farmers, the men nurtured in the moulding and healing power of 
Nature - these are not the men of revolution and violence. These 
are the men closest to reality and to life in its purest form. Non-
sense! The country man is as slow and unthinking as his city brother. 
More practically it may be said that he is a son of the soil -with 
his mind grovelling in the mud. 
Perhaps Wordsworth's dalesmen were different - indeed 
many of the "common men" are- but please, look at the common 
man without your rosy glasses; know him for what he is rather than 
for what you would like him to be- and legislate accordingly. 
PAGE THIRTY-SIX 
MY CRY 
I cry in the night from my limbo 
To indifferent stars 
Out of soul-consuming longing 
For someone 
Unknown, 
For a place 
Unheard of, 
For incidents 
Undreamed of. 
With feelings uncrystallized 
From the stuff of nebulous unformed thoughts 
And shapeless unreasoning desires 
For I know not what, 
I cry in the night from my limbo 
To indifferent stars 
Who never hear, 
Or hearing, never heed, 
Or heeding, never demonstrate 
The clemency that lovers know . 
. . . by ian fraser - arts 
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Nov. 5, 1817 
That time is dead for ever, child, 
Drowned, frozen, dead for ever! 
We look on the past, 
And stare aghast 
At the spectres wailing, pale and wild, 
Of hopes which I and thou beguiled 
To death on life's dark river. 
The stream we gazed on then rolled by; 
Its waves are unreturning; 
But we yet stand 
In a lone land, 
Like tombs to mark the memory 
Of hopes and fears, which fade and flee -
Mary blest - life's brief morning. 
. . . by percy bysshe shelley 
(reprinted from a collection of Shelley's unpublished verse 
ed. by Sir John Shelley - Roll, Bart. and Roger lngpen). 
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PROTECTION AND SAVINGS ... 
Life insurance performs two functions . It provides pro-
tection for dependents and is at the some time the best 
savings plan known. 
All young people should obtain a life insurance policy 
as soon as they start earning money. Your Mutual Life 
representative will gladly advise you as to the best type 
of policy for you to secure. 
THE 
MUTUAL llli. 
o, CANADA 
Kitchener Branch Office-200 King St. E. (At Scott) 
R. A. McKenzie, Branch Manager 

